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A PISCATORIAL LESSON 


) 


A Crayrish which we saw in “The Reserve” at 
charming Cannes, 
Suggested thought of qualities desirable in Man: 


The strong shell of his head has spines and tentacle 


projections, 

His quick propelling tail is formed in laminated 
sections ; 

By opening head from tail he gets his fleshy portion 
clear, 


And in ten days a bigger shell forms on him, once each 
year. 
The new case suits him better than the old one he has 
cast, 
In growing these and shedding them his every year is 
passed. 
MORAL 


Oh that, like Crayfish, Men could shed, each year as it 
comes round, 
The cramping limits, within which so often ¢hey are 
bound ; 
I A 


To take a fuller character, enlarge of Zzfe the view, 
And quit worn-out ideas, to put on the good and true ; 
To cast away, just like a fish, a soiled and useless 
shell 
(Of narrow thought, and worn-out one which once 
they thought did well: | . 
And in the Mental Ocean find i increase of strength and 
Size, : 
By shaking off each coll or thing, in which their wank 
ness lies + ) | 
Until a Man can do this well, expand in every part, | 
By frequent changes perfecting the growth of head 
and heart, — 
He may think himself far iene! than the Crayfish, 
Men conserve, ‘lari 
But is really much inferior to ne one in Cannes 
if Reserve.” 


Riviera, February 1902. 
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OF OLD CANNES, RIVIERA 


Beau Site’? Hotel, the Church of ‘* Mont 
’ and the Harbour in the distance. 
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“FAIS CE QUE DOIS, ADVIENNE 
QUE POURRA” 


(Do what you ought, let come what will). 
From the French poem of Jules de Bernouilly. 


DEPRESSED and saddened by its storm and strife, 
I asked of Heaven, what is the good of Life? 
By varied evils and reverses stung, 
Our hopes by bitter disappointment wrung ; 
Tormented days, that only sorrows bring, 
And make existence one long suffering : 
What end have all these struggles of our race, 
To make the names, which years so soon efface? 
Trying to grasp some new formed laurel wreath, 
Which, barely blooming, dies the earth beneath : 
I cried to the Warrior, “‘ Think that all thy fame 
Is bought with bitter tears, in Glory’s name ;” 
To the Poet, ‘“ All thy writing of Love’s bowers, 
Will bring more thorns by far than beauteous flowers.” 
The Lover clothes the Idol of his thought, 
With graces, which alone his fancy wrought ; 
But oh! deception ; for he finds one day, 
The “ Perfect love” he dreamt, has fled away ! 


3 


And if his wronger, conscience stricken, tries 
To crush remorse tormenting, that ne’er dies ; 
Oft timid Innocence knows suffering great, 
And shivers at her desolating fate ; 
For Man the puppet is of such deceits, 
That even love, a vain chimera, cheats ; 
And honours which he hoped and strove for here 
Melt at his touch, his heart finds none sincere. 
While still my mind was in this gloomy frame, 
An Angel spoke! and consolation came! 


“ (Mortal, thy thouahts to Weaben raise, anv still 
Thy Duty Yo, and then, let come fohat will.” 


CANNES, 1902. 


“LISMARA” 


(Meaning Fort by the Sea, Belfast) 


I 


‘“‘ Fort by the Sea,” the radiant home of beauty and 
of love, 

Whose foretaste of the friendship that is perfected 
Above ; 

Gives to our hearts a promise of the happiness to 
come, 

When all shall be at peace with us in some Celestial 
home. 


II 


Perhaps in some bright planet that we even now 
discern, 

The nature of an Angel’s love we finally may learn ; 

And there find some “ Lismara,” by an ever-tranquil 
sea, 

With seraph hearts within its walls to welcome you 
and me. 


IT] 


May your future, happy friends, be like the smiles we 
see around, 

Your paths be peace, your lines be all in pleasant 
places found, 

Bright as the seagulls hovering: o’er—with palpitating 
wing, ) 

And free from care as those gay birds which, soaring 
Heavenward, sing. 


IV 


Home of our warmest love! may you, for ages, smiling 
stand, 
Environed still by every grace of our sweet Native 
Land: | | | eae 
And when I sadly close these eyes, from all thy charms 
| to part, | 
The name of dear ‘‘Lismara” will be found upon my 


heart. 


1892. 
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h Fleet in the distance; part of the dis- 


trict known as ‘‘ Californie.”’ 
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“LOPHIUS PISCATORIUS” 


The following lines and moral are suggested by one of the “ Lophide ” 
called L. Piscatorius, found here,and on the south coast of England; he 
can remain long out of water-and travel over the seaweed and sand, © 
but he is the “ Artful Dodger” of the sea, cruel and repulsive. 


In the sands of the sea-shore there lurks-an odd 
fish, 4 . : 2 

Which is horribly ugly, no good as a dish ; | 

But his nose, like a fishing- rod, ends with a dangler, 

Which _ gains him his food and his name of “ The 
Angler.” 


The small fish, allured by this bait he holds out, 
And pendulous, wags at the end of his snout, 


Are drawn by its glitter, to danger they’re blind, 
And heed not the wily old Angler behind. 


So, just as he sets it, he draws it away, 

And before you could even “Jack Robinson” say, 
He gobbles up one, sets his jaws for another, 
Which speedily follows its thoughtless young 
brother. 


Mora 


Youth should not too eagerly dart at each pleasure, 
But think, as they gauge every object’s true measure 
That lures which fish snap at, again and again, 

Have exactly their parallels here among men. 


In the stream of this life, there are creatures who 
lurk, 

Greek, Hebrew, sham Christian, and many-wived 
Turk ; 

With varying bait for the trusting young mind, 

But there’s always a wily old Angler behind. 


So do not be led by mere glitter or show, 

Like the poor little scaly young fishes below ; 

But remember that men to be happy and glorious 
Must be true, and not artful like ‘“‘ L. Piscatorius.” 


CANNES, IQOI. 


~~ 
’ 


EA NAPOULE ‘a 


: llage five miles from Cannes, with very beau- 
-tiful views and interesting buildings. — 
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IN THE WALLACE COLLECTION 


I 


Wiruin a Palace, where the arts of man, 
Display’d his genius rare, of varied kind ; 

A golden Timepiece hung, whose hours ran 
Link’d to enrichments with all grace designed. 


I] 


Time, with his scythe and forelock, at the base, 
Seem’d worn with age, and drooping, sparsely clad, 
While trophied wreaths, suspended near his face, 
Appeared to mock him with their contrast sad. 


IT 


Above the dial sat a light-winged “Love,” 
Smiling and radiant, with a godlike head; 
"Neath canopy of loveliest flowers wove ! 
Which rivalled Nature’s beauty! and I said, 

9 B 


IV 


‘This was the thought the inspired Artist had, 
Time’s desolating scythe and wings shall cease, 
For Heaven-taught men, by noble lives made glad, 
Love will conduct to a Celestial peace ! 


V 


« And, everlasting! on His gem-starred throne, 
Shall beam on AZ, who, mindful of his Truth, 
Have fazthful been on Earth: for they, alone, 
On High, with Him shall share Zemortal Youth !” 
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SEY ES” 


SULLY PRUDHOMME. Translated by J. H. D. 


BuuvE eyes, or black, all loved, all bright and fair, 
Have, without number, seen the rising Sun; 
Sleeping in death, an equal tomb they share, 
Whilst He, in glory, still in Heaven shines on. 


In beauteous nights, far sweeter than the days, 
‘Patines of gold” have charmed those myriad eyes ; 
But whilst the undying stars for ever blaze, 

The tomb’s sad darkness hides from ¢hem the skies. 


Oh! have they lost for ever their dear sight ? 
No! in a brighter and diviner sphere, 

Their clearer vision pierces through the night, 
To worlds we call “invisible,” while here. 


And as the stars, tho’ sinking from our gaze, 
Beam still, in fadeless lustre in the sky, 
Our darkened lids shall wake to perfect days 
Of a celestial peace, and never die. 

II 


Eyes, blue or black, beloved, the resplendent beams 
Of a bright dawn shall see, beyond the tomb : 
Tho’ closed by us on Earth, shall wake to gleams 
Of the Great Light in an Eternal Home! 
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TRANSMIGRATION 


A crazy old woman, who never had read 

The works philosophic of Brewster; _ 

Conceived that her Husband, quite recently dead, 
Transformed, had been changed to a “ Rooster!” 


She built him a beautiful house with a flat, 

His food was her hourly care; 

And the servants were ordered, in giving him 
pratt,” 

No trouble they ever should spare. 


His poultry-yard morals, I’m sorry to say, 
Her mind with anxiety filled ; 

And the sad woman noticed he flirted away 
With some /enzs which she speedily killed. 


Her own death soon followed, and feeling the shock 
To the “ Rooster” she left all her “tin” : 

But her Nephew, by wringing the neck of the cock 
Became by the act Next of Kin. 


BS 


“THE MANTIS” 


THERE’s an insect called ‘“‘The Mantis,” with spiked 
legs and four odd wings, 
Remarkably resembling leaves on trees to which he 


clings ; 

And he holds his two front feet up, in a reverential 
way, 

Which imposes on poor natives, and induces them to 
“say, | 


‘‘He’s an object we should worship, for he always 
seems to pray.” 
And so he does, if that word’s spelt with “e 


” 


”” instead 
Ob yt: , 

For in multitudes he ravages in Turkey as he 
goes, 

And thrives upon credulity, just like some men one 
knows ; | 


While decimating myriads, which he makes his daily 


food, 
His seeming air of sanctity deceives both bad and 


good. 
14 


; 3 f 
we ae 
s on ‘3 pea 
Dy ae 
oe 2 
c | cee: ae = 
pee 
ers O- 
ae eas 
i ¥ = ; se = Oo. 
?: _ : c S : ee) S 2 
“te ee 3° 
e ; nN o a ate 
‘ea p : 
eae ae ae 
ae a 
Z a> a 8 
7 & ee § 
Ey ae t 
Oo 53 o 
sel ; act ye oy : m s 
ee des | 
=e < ee = Pee j ; , 


*s 


id 


eed sata cate eB wc atl ype 


Aan ese) 


', 


_ Z 
“< C43 , & 
PL > AR 


His name of ‘‘ Mantis ” in the Greek means ‘‘prophet ” 
or a ‘ preacher,” 

And he’s called ‘‘religiosa,” though a fierce and cruel 
creature ; : 

He preys on weaker insect tribes, impaling them each 
hour, 

Some on the sharp spikes of his shanks, whilst others 
he'll devour ; 

He’s called “the Sorcerer” in France, and there fools 
peasant minds, 

Incessant movement drawing in the victims which he 
grinds. 

There are men upon this earth of ours just like this 
thieving band, 

Perpetually living upon others in the land ; 

Who appear to be religious whilst deceiving many a 
flock, 

By ritual, robes, and ‘ miracles,” which truth and 
reason shock ; 

Who, Mantis-like, hold up to heaven their eyes and 
hands unclean, 

To darken minds by monkish guile, wherever they are 
seen. 

Oh! let us lift our souls above the preaching and pretence 

Of Romanising ‘‘priests” who pray, but outrage 
common sense ; 
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And wheresoe’er we find the crew with aoa” 


cant is, 
Resist their claims, defend free hodghd remembering, 


‘The Mantis.” 7 * 
uk ta . 1) 
i “ 


Lonpon, December 10, 1900. 
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ON A GIFT OF RARE ORCHIDS 


I 


Tue orchids which you gave, so fair ! 
And bound with silken strings ; ! 
Seem’d overspread with tints as rare, 
As grace an Angel’s wings. 


II 


The silken cords my hand retains, 
But all ¢hezr heavenly grace 
Has passed, and memory but remains 
To fill their vacant place. 


IT] 


We're told if Eve had never strayed, 
Never from Adam gone ; 
Flowers, in perpetual charm arrayed, 
Had for all time lived on. 

17 C 


ary. 


The charms we see, of fadeless flowers, 
Reflecting glorious light, | 
Had ne’er decayed with passing hours, 
But bloom’d, for ever bright. 


V 


So, let us hope, though on our Earth, 
These seem’d to fade and die ; 

Their beauty has a second birth, 
Some sphere to glorify. 


VI 
There is zo death. The Power, Above 


Who lends them to our race 
Is Everlasting, as His love! 


Which gave their beauteous grace. 
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pro TORTS OF THE FUTURE” 


SuLLy PRUDHOMME. Translated by J. H. D. 


I 


PoETs to come, who greater things will know, 
And, doubtless tell, in nobler words their laws ; 
Who bear the light still on, with brighter glow, 
Revealing final ends, and each first cause. 


I] 


Your living verse will grand thoughts consecrate, 
Whilst long in tombs, sad wrecks of Time we sleep ; 
Mere shreds of us will live, or small or great, 

Our closéd lips and works the grave will keep. 
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Oh, think! our singing of the Loves and Flowers 
Was in a darkened age of wars and arms; 
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Whose deafening sounds thrilled an i 
_ ours, © Fe a als Be: 
Pity them! trembling ’midst a world’s alarms. 
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IV 


You, who to listening crowds, in happier years 
Of noblest things will sing, all free from tears. 
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ss and lavatory, in 1901. 
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TRANSLATION 


How vain is Life! 

A little of Love’s sway ; 
A little hateful strife, 
And then, ‘‘ Good-day!” 


- Life is but brief. 

A little hope that’s bright, 
A little dream, relief, 
And then, ‘ Good-night.” 


21 


CHRISTMAS 


In looking for some Christmas Cards I really was 
amused 

To see such mottoes chosen for the pictures that were 
used ; 

I trust that next year sense and taste may not be 
outraged quite, 

And the hope for this improvement is one reason 
why I write. 


With ‘‘Warmest Love to all,” they put a scene of 
ice and snow; 


b] 


With ‘Christmas happy greeting,’ four old Tom 
Cats in a rows 

Vesuvius, burning, has below ‘“‘ May you be ever happy”; 

And ‘‘ Welcome to dear Friends” surmounts a dog 


that’s clearly snappy. 


Two rats devouring cheese they put with ‘“ Love from 
all to thee” ; 
‘““May peace be thine” is with a ship tossed on a 
raging sea ; 
22 
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‘A happy year” is underneath some beggars on the 
tramp ; 

And ‘ Friendship’s offering” just above a portrait of 
a scamp 


Not holly, carols, mistletoe, but views of butchers’ 
shops, 

Have ‘May we all soon meet again,” stuck right 
across the tops ; 

While ‘“‘ Angels guard thy home” is by two donkeys 
on a common ; 

And ragged boys, with ‘Bethlehem’s Star,” shy 


stones at an old woman. 


” 


“The Season’s Compliments” we find ’mid flowers 
quite out of Season ; 

Rats, cats, dogs, verses, views, are given without the 
smallest reason, 

And so, dear Friend, instead of Cards, I send this bit 
of rhyme, 

With right true love and hearty wish for “ Merry 


Christmas time.”’ 


Along the road of Life still left, my steps shall be 
near thine, 
And garlands of true “ Friendship’s Flowers” closer 
our hearts entwine ; 
23 
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Shall bind in ever strengthening ties “ as love bai 
casts out fear,” 
And makes each new one, like the old, a truly 4 Happy — 
Year.” 
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, e near Bordighera, Italy, at the foot of 
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ON A WALK IN SPRING 


I 


A UNIVERSAL charm we find 

Trees and sweet flowers can bring, 

The grateful heart, and thoughtful mind 
At each recurring Spring. 


I] 


For all the buds, and leaves whose tips 
Aim Heavenward, toward perfection, 
Speak to us, as with conscious lips 

Of Nature’s Resurrection. 


Ill 


And to each day’s increasing light 
A silent homage bring : 
While gaily mating, birds unite, 
And soar in carolling. 
25 D 


IV 


Shall I less grateful be than they? 

Or, careless, fail to admire ? 

Or cheerless, meet each lovely day 
Which should bright thoughts inspire? 


V 


No! let the dead leaves of my past 
Go, that His hand may bring 

My chastened soul the joys which last, 
And renovate, like Spring. 
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THE HAPPINESS OF THIS WORLD 


Sonnet written by Pantin, of Antwerp, in the 16th Century. 
Done into English by J. H. D., 1902. 


To have a House commodious, fair and clean, 

In perfumed Garden, with espaliers green ; 

Fruits and good Wines, Servants and Children few, 
Your faithful Wife, in peace to comfort you ; 

No debts, illicit love, law-suits, or feuds, 

No rule to make you share with Friends your goods ; 
Content with little, hoping nought from wealth, 

A justly modelled life, and care of Health, 
Ambition shunned, an open mind, no pride, 

An unreserved devotion for our guide, ° 

Keeping true heart, strong judgment and pure soul, 
The lower passions always to control, 

In prayerful labour spending life and breath. 

Calm we can wait, in such a Home, for Death. 


LINES ADDED By J. H. D. IN 1902 


No “ perfect happiness ” or noble ends 

Can be attained without good Books and Friends, 
. With Arts to charm, with graces to refine, 
| And Charity, inspired by Love Devine. 
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SONG OF A BASHFUL SWAIN 


Spirit of Love, O tell me how 
My heart may best express, 

It beats for Her alone who now 
Makes all my happiness ? 


Longing to tell Her what I feel 
Fit language will not come: 

I but anxiety reveal, 

Am, while admiring, dumb. 


Breathe thy celestial influence o’er 
My speech, and lend thy grace : 
For never Lover worshipped more, 
Or maid had sweeter face! 


And if a blessed world there be 
Where words convincing flow, 
Their eloquence bestow on me 
That She my love may know. 
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A RARE EXPERIENCE 


I 


A tover of sweet sounds inferred 
That quickly falling snow 

Might make such Music as he heard 
One winter here below. 


I] 


Can dulcet sounds, he asks us, come 
(In Nature’s present state), 

And concords so melodious from 
These flakes inanimate ? 


II] 


Our Shakespeare says that every star 
Which beams upon this Earth, 
Does, like an Angel’s voice afar, 
To sweetest songs give birth. 
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IV 


But that ‘‘ the vesture of decay ” 
Alone, which clothes us here, 

Deadens our sense of sounds which make 
The music of each sphere. | 


V 


Yet, to an ear divinely tuned, 
To catch the blessed sound, 

All Earth is full of harmony, 
And everywhere are found 


VI 


Soul-touching melodies, and so, 
Sweet Nature, in all parts, — 

Makes Music even with falling snow 
For true discerning hearts, Hi 
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KILLING TIME 


1826 To 1902. 


I HAD some battles with old fleet-winged Time. 
We first began them in my youth and prime ; 
His blows I scorned, and with determined will, 
I stood up, like a man, old Time to kill. 


With scythe and hour-glass I saw him armed, 
The first, tho’ sharp, I fenced with, unalarmed, 
But heeded not the running of his sand: 

Type of my lessening powers of heart and hand. 


Back’d by the Fiends of Sickness then he came, 
One, he called ‘‘ Rheumatism,” made me lame ; 
Each one a power for evil of great might is, 
The chief a miscreant he call’d “ Bronchitis.” 


Time seized me by the hair, which, day by day, 
Fell off in quantities and round me lay ; 

Blows on the mouth dislodged the bones beneath, 
And, one by one, out fell my precious teeth. 
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Batter'd and breathless from his skilful lunge, 
I feel I’m beaten, and throw up the sponge. 
He still flies on, while I’ve to choose between 
A hot cremation and cold Kensal Green. 
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LINES SUGGESTED BY FOLKESTONE 
BELLS, AND “ROME” BY ZOLA 


“RING out ” to silence mawkish hymns, 

And “‘ Priests” with incense, albs and stoles ; 
Who decorate their feeble limbs, 

To hide their want of manly souls. 


“Ring out,” but not to tell us all 
“Priests ” are about to (vainly) pray, 

To Him who made both great and small, 
From whom ¢dey shut His light and way. 


“ Ring out” the victory over cant! 

The breaking of dogmatic chains ! 
Ring help for intellectual want, 

In every clime where Freedom reigns. 


“ Ring out ” the sacerdotal crew 

Who seek on human mmznd's to tread ; 
Claiming ¢hey only Truth can know, 

But giving “stones” in lieu of ‘‘ bread.” 
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Inspire our thoughts, graft in each breast, 
Those words of love the Master tells ; 
And then the blessed sense of rest 
Will welcome silver-sounding “ bells.” 


Then voices, too, of good men, will 
“Ring out,” in tones the heart to cheer ! 
And make our gladdened pulses thrill, 
In Truth’s own Temples everywhere. 


And “ Bells,” which were designed to chase 
‘“‘Demons ” and (priest-created) fear ; 

To an emancipated race 
Shall joyful sounds of /veedom bear ! 


June 12, 1900. 
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STOKE POGES CHURCH 


ra he tomb of the poet Thomas Gray is “he ‘oblena one 
pi ss the window of the church near Slough. “In all 
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. Be cnn of human learning, except mathematics, he 
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THE CARNIVAL, NICE 


FEBRUARY IQOI. 


I 


O pay of delight! when the best friend we know, 
Surrounded by those who all love him, 3 
Dispensed a true pleasure as freely below 

As the sun gave in glowing above him. 


II 


We threw the ‘confetti’ on every one round, 
And “‘serpentines ” flung o’er sweet girls : 

To draw them to us, as they’d gracefully bound, 
While we spangled their dresses and curls. 


III 


The flower-bedecked room, whence we saw all the fun, 
The ‘“ Carnival King” and the stream 

Of mummers, cars, drolls, who would in and out run, 
All passed like a pantomime dream. 
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IV 


The bright eyes that play on man’s sensitive soul 
Were varied in colour and setting ; 

But blue, brown, or black as the diamond coal, 
We felt their dear charms, while regretting 


V 


The sweet hours that flew on the wings of our joy, 
And that time all too quickly had gone: 

For Life would indeed be without an alloy, 

If it could, ’mid such pleasures, pass on. 


VI 


And when the day sank into silence and rest, 

One thought was in every mind: 

That the dear friend who gave it was ‘one of the 
best,” | 

As we left the Gay City behind. 


Vil 


So kissing our hands to the Fair, one and all, 
We wished them the sweetest ‘‘ Good-night,” 
But memory often will gladly recall 
This ‘‘ Carnival,” full of delight. 
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DEFINITIONS 


Wuat 1s Music? 


ScIENCE and beauteous art combined to make 
A joy for earth, inspired by heaven above! 
Celestial chords they strung the soul to wake, 
Calling them “ Music,” and the “ Food of Love.” 


WuatT 1s FRIENDSHIP ? 


Exchange of joys, union of soul with soul ; 
Of faithful ones who, on life’s weary road, 
Blending their thoughts in one harmonious whole, 
Walk sympathetic for each other’s good. 


WuatT ARE Dreams? 


Excursions the imagination takes, 
Freed from “this muddy vesture of decay.” 
Some bright, some dreadful ; then the body wakes 


To dull realities of passing day. 
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Wuat 1s Memory? 


The food on which age feeds its lessening powers, 
And brings sweet peace to many a day of strife, 

They who make friends with it by well-spent hours 
May pleasures find which only end with life. 


WuaT Is SYMPATHY? 


A tender thought for all who suffer pain ; 
The pressing on to help with heartfelt care. 
Restoring them, and counting it a gain 
To learn by love another’s grief to share. 


WHAT ARE TEARS? 


The opening of a fount of thrilling joy 
When first the mother sees her infant boy ; 
The tribute paid to death, when those we love 
Pass to the starry, tearless home above. 


Wuat 1s AMBITION? 


The zgnzs fatuus which leads men on 
To deeds which make the blessed angels weep. 
Czesars to many a “‘ dusty death” have gone, 
The memory of the good alone will keep. 
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_  PARNHAM,”” BEAMINSTER 


y of Vincent J. Robinson, Esq., C.LE., &c. _ 
building of the period of Henry Vill. | 
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Wuat 1s Love? 


The soul of nature! seen in every part. 
Its home divine! its source the Power above ! 
Thence comes that yearning for some other heart, 
To which we give the angel-name of Love. 


Wuat Is FAITH? 


The fond conviction that the friends we trust 
Will never fail in thought, or word, or need ; 
The rooted feeling, God is always just, 
And of His creatures is the Friend indeed. 


Wuat Is SILENCE? 


Rest from disturbance, and a heavenly calm ; 
The blest tranquillity of endless peace! 

A sweet repose, which brings us Nature’s balm 
When all the turmoil of this world shall cease. 


Wuat 1s MIsEryY ? 


Remembering our follies in the past, 
The thought of good to men we mzght¢ have done. 
No hope to brighten, nought but shadows cast, 
Spectres of all our wasted years now gone! 


oo 


Wuat 1s TrutTH? 


The very light of heaven to guide the soul 
In safety through the battle of our life! 

To keep the conscience clear, and bright, and whole ; 
Alike of man or woman, maid or wife. 


WuatT 1s MarRRIAGE? 


“A blissful state’? some say ; others deny it. 
‘Slaves of the Ring” some cheerfully become ; 
For every woman thinks she’d like to try it, 
And forfeit liberty to make a ‘‘ Home.” 


Wuat 1s Horr? 


The one unfailing and most blesséd thing 
To which, ’mid all our cares in life, we cling ; 
‘Nil desperandum ” let us ever cry, 

Nor cease until we bid the world good-bye. 


WuatT 1s HAPPINESS ? 


A joy in Nature's myriad featured charms, 

A love possessed which guards us from all harms, 
A sweet content that seeks not more nor less, 
These, for true souls, with health, make happiness. 
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A LESSON FROM SPANISH HISTORY 


WueEn Charles the Fifth the trade of King 


Gave up, for making watches : 
He thought Life but a wretched thing, 
Of worries, snags, and botches. 


I] 


To regulate the minds he’d sought, 
Of men and women near him ; 
To bind in unity of thought 
His nobles, sworn to fear him. | 


IT] 


But, finding he could not control 
Their minds : with power sated, 
He left his Throne, for monkish cell, 
And straightway abdicated. 
4I F 


IV 


Charm’d with horology, he then 
In wheels, and springs, and pinions, 
Sought uniformity, which men 
Denied him, though his minions. 


y 


Clocks would zot go together, 
Some were fast, and others slow. 

He blasphemed, and used some language ~ 
Which is best described as “ low.” 


VI 


So, throwing down the tools he said, 
‘An ass I am, and rue it, 

To try and make mez act alike, 
When even clocks won't do it.” 
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ON STORM-TOSS’D LEAVES IN THE 
GREEN PARK 


On wings of wind the dying leaves now fly, 
In ceaseless whirls toward the reddened sky ; 
Swift up, or downward in alternate round, 
They cleave the air, then flutter to the ground. 


In scattered masses, trembling in the breeze, 
They chase each other round the parent trees ; 
Dregs of exhausted life! with Summer gone, 
Dancing to death their rustling crowds pass on. 


- Emblems of Men! who oft, on Life’s sad way, 
Storm-swept, are left in myriads to decay ; 
And only Heavenward tending at the last 
When all their power for good on Earth is past. 
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PROLOGUE 


Written and spoken on the Seventeenth Birthday of Mr. Joun CuILp, 
February 27, 1856, at private theatricals. . 


LaDIES AND GENTLEMEN, Before beginning, 

Just for the purpose of attention winning, 

So that the ice may be a little broken, 

’T has been arranged to have a Prologue spoken. 
And here it is. 


“Once on atime” that dates so long ago, 

As near as I can tell it—I don’t know ; 

Before the invention of the Income Tax, 

Or bonnets, worn, as now, on ladies’ backs ; 

While London was an infant yet in arms, 

And never dreamt of Russian War's alarms ; 

There lived, and should, could, would, or might be seen 
A people called “The Happy Dogs,” between 
Whom, neither gold, nor any other metal, 

Was used “to make the pot boil” or the kettle ; 
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To speak more plainly, money they eschewed 

And never let the sound of it intrude 

To mar their peace, but in their work or play 

Each sought by kindness every debt to pay ; 

Love was their ‘‘medium,” kisses their “small 
change,” 

And, lest dissension should their joys derange, 

‘Twas highly penal to look black or frown 

At any “ Happy Dog” within the town. 

Law was unknown ; if any falsely spoke, 

They'd take him, and incontinently choke. 


“Tickets of Leave” were never known or seen, 
Except the leave to go to ‘‘Gretna Green ”’; 
_Each man so dearly loved his pretty wife, 

That, if he saw a tendency to strife, 

Instead of thinking it was very ill in her, he 
Went out at once and bought a lot of millinery ; 
While she would all her industry exert 

And carefully avoid the name of “ flirt,” 

Thus full delight would to his bosom bring, 

By thinking of his taste in everything ; 

Each bright year added to their halcyon joys, 
While tender ducks of girls, and darling boys, 
Danced in the sunshine of. delightful youth, 

And all was friendship, pleasure, faith, and 

truth, 3 
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In fact, so happy was the state of all | 
It seem’d like Paradise, before the Fall,— 
But ah! how changed the times in which we live ! 
Nothing for nothing ’s just what all now give ; 
Whoever sings of these degenerate days — 
Must tune his harp to far less pleasing lays ; 
If to describe our customs he’d essay, 
Must mention Taxes, Rates and Quarter Day : 
Be eloquent on “‘ Poor Laws,” talk of ‘“ Missions,” 
Oracular on ‘Spirit Rapping” visions, 
Of Railway Schemers and the dodges done 
To make things pleasanter for “‘ Number One,” 
Of things being made that “Wright” says “ did’nt 
oughter,” , 
Such as our milk being mix’d with chalk and water. 
Of money-hunting lovers, who go wooing, 
Break women’s hearts and cause their own undoing ; 
These must his themes be, if he’d truly give in, 
A history of the enlightened age we live in: 
Well! for to-night, dispersing social fogs, 
Let’s imitate our friends, ‘The Happy Dogs,” 
To pass a time right joyful we propose 
To view all things to-night ‘couleur de rose ” ; 
We meet to welcome in the natal day 
Of this, our dear young friend. What shall we 
say ? 
46 
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That the best wishes of the friends around 

Are given to him to whom we all are bound. 

Touched by the wand of Time, his growth we scan, 

And while we look, the ‘‘ Child” becomes a Man! 

Hail to this fair day then! and may it prove 

A link in one long chain of Life and Love, 

May each beginning year its pleasures lend, 

And Hope, with Virtue, guide him to the end. 

So that, in closing life, the battle won, 

Conscience may echo Friendship’s words, ‘“ Well 
done ” !— 

Now for the mimic scene, and let us view 

The stern ‘‘ Fitzjames,” the subtle “ Roderick 

Pip,” 

~ How the hot vengeance of the Chief pursued, 

_ The ruthless shedder of a Maiden’s blood ; 

Inspired by love and passion—how he bore 

The treasured hair of her by whom he swore 

Never to rest till, in the fatal strife, 

He had a deadly payment, life for life ; 

Then turn we to the amusing scene displayed 

By rival tricksters mutual duping made: 

‘Flipper ” and ‘“ Nobbler,” almost out of mind, 

With agonising schemes to “ raise the wind.” 

Boots, pipe, and coat, all ina moment gone, 

To be deposited at ‘“‘ Number One.” 
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THE OLD YEAR. 


Lines written on the Birthday of Mrs. GILBERTSON and suggested 
by a popular superstition. 


I 


IT came into life like the dawning of Love, 

And its advent brought joy to full many a heart; 
It has faded away like a rainbow above, 

And to rest, like the last, we have seen it depart. 


II 


Then open the window and welcome the new one, 
That comes with its promise of hope and of joy: 

It depends on ourselves, sure to make it a true one, 
And mind that no folly its pleasures destroy. 


II] 


Like the sweet bells that welcome it in with the day, 
May we be in harmony found at its close ; 

And when its last moments are fading away, 

May we drink in a fond hour like this its repose. 
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IV 


May Spring, with new leaves, bring new joys to us all, 
May Summer give warmth to the friendship we meet, © 
Love’s harvest, in Autumn, still help to recall 

Such a happy fireside as, this Winter, we greet ! 


V 


To her, whom to know is to love, let us say, | 
While wishing each other ‘‘A Happy New Year,” 
May she see ‘‘many happy returns of the day,” 
As joyful as this we are welcoming here. 


VI 


Then open the door, let the Old Year now leave us, 
Let Hope and the New Year together come in: 
For tho’ life and its lottery sometimes deceive us 
True friendship’s a prize we may all of us win. 


VII 


Hand in hand, heart to heart, let us raise high a cheer 
For the new day that’s born, and the old one that’s 
past, | . 
Not forgetting to toast with the ‘“‘ Happy New Year” 
The friendship and joy that we had in the last. 
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ON A CHARMING AMERICAN LADY, 
ADMIRED BY BOTH SEXES 


BEAMING, yet soft as those of a gazelle, 

Are the sweet eyes of her we love so well ! 

And friendship pure knows something of earth’s bliss 
In the chaste joy of her so gracious kiss. 


Gentle and gay amid the social throng, 

With sympathetic heart for old and young, 
Age will but strengthen, time can never move 
The deep foundations of her faithful love. 


The genial soul which animates her face 

Lends to her features ever-varying grace ! 

And power which draws the ‘troops of friends” we 
see 

Lies in the charm of her simplicity ! 


Ah! if amid the many joys of earth 

There seem so few of such dear women given, 
It is because men cannot know their worth 
Until translated to ¢hezy native heaven. 


5! 


ON A CHORUS OF BIRDS IN THE 
WINTER OF 1899 


Au! little birds, how can you gaily sing 
When surely you must know 
We're in the midst of winter, which will bring 
Frost, and the soot-stained snow? 


Fogs, with some samples of the vilest weathers, 
Our glass at thirty-two, 

With no such coats of comfortable feathers 
As Nature gives to you. 


You'll fly this country, off to the Riviera, 
Pluming and singing there : 

We, shivering, stay at home and daily fear a 
Cold, from each blast of air. 


No claims of creditors you have, no rent, 
Nor cares to fret ; 

The bills at Christmas which yoz all present 
Are duly met. 
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LABORARE EST ORARE 


Yes, if with honest minds and hope 
We meet our needful toil ; 

Amid the busy City’s din, 

Or delving in the soil ; 

If rightly we pursue our tasks, 

As day succeeds to day ; 

*Tis then we act as Heaven asks. 
Then, ‘“ Labouring we pray.” 


Not with a craven spirit 

Must we meet the world’s hard strife, 
But onward, in the battle’s van 

Fight, as for very life ; 

Our weapon Truth, our armour Love, 
Shall win for us a way, 

Tho’ others sink, we'll look above! 
And “ Labour on and pray.” 


Hew down our vice and indolence, 
We live but while we work: 
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A thousand unseen enemies 


In idle moments lurk. 

‘God with us all” be still the cry, 
As smiting in the fray, 

The sloth which tempts us to forget 
That ‘“‘ Labouring we pray.” 


“Not with eye service,” but to Him 


Who gave us life, be given 

The aspiration, love, and heart, 
Which fit us best for Heaven : 

And teach us action, while we feel 
Life is but ours to-day ; 

That they who seek to come to Him 
Must ‘‘ Labour on and pray.” 


‘‘ Laborare est Orare,” 

In the solemn hour of death, 
With its shadows closing round us 
As we draw our latest breath : 
The whisper of “the still small voice ” 
Shall chase our pain away. ; 
Assuring us the Saints rejoice, 
And “ Labour on and pray.” 
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ADDRESSED TO A DEAR YOUNG 
FRIEND, 


Who had said she did not feel grateful for Life. 


Nor grateful for Creation, when from every budding 
flower 

There comes the incense, half divine, that’s born of 
sun and shower, 

When birds ‘are full of melody, and waters leap for 
joy, 

In this glad Earth which, but for man, would be 
without alloy! 


Not grateful for your being, when a thousand blessings 
rise 

With every day the glorious sun illumes the golden 
skies ! 

And when the softened evening comes, with gentle 
soothing sleep, 

To give new strength to weary ones whom Heaven's 


mercies keep ! 
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Not thankful to the Deity! who gives you life and 
love, 

To lead you through the pastures green, and keep 
you when you rove, 
Who, while He gives you’ kindred fee is most 
Himself your friend, | 
And when this life is ended gives a: life that knows 

no end! 


If earthly things were all that finite man was born 
to know, 

This little span of Life were all that God had to 
bestow, : 

The daily grateful tribute of our praise would still 
be due, 

Amid earth’s myriad joys to Him, the Great, the 
Good, the True! 


The radiant orb that wakes the flowers, and gilds 
each hill and vale, 

The countless stars whose truthful course is never 
known to fail, 

The treasures of the pathless seas, the wondrous 
things of earth, 

And the thousand, thousand beauteous sights to 
which God’s love gives birth ! 
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These in their matchless splendour all should make 
our hearts rejoice, 

And claim the utterance of praise from every human 
voice, 

Should wake a chord of feeling up in every human 
heart, 

In harmony with that bright world of which it forms 
a part. 


But Oh! there is a mystery, which far transcends the 
whole, 

When to the spirit world Time adds another sacred 
soul, 

Another denizen of earth, to know, to act, to 
think, 


And in Creation’s chain to form another precious 


link. 


The hope of Angels! joy of men, heir to a crown of 
life ! 

Inheriting a world of light, where come not care nor 
strife : 

Wherein with swelling anthems do the blessed ever 
sing, 

While prostrate Cherubim adore the Everlasting 
King. 
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Greater than those vast spheres which stud the 
firmament with light, 

More glorious than the effulgent sun, which God 
hath made so bright, 

Of higher worth, to nobler ends, than all the worlds 
that roll, 

Is that transcendent work of Grace, a Heaven- 
accepted soul ! 


Even in the midst of suffering, think ‘tis in mercy 
sent, 

Think of the anguish, shame and pain the Saviour 
underwent ; 

That we might live to praise His name who breathed 
in us His breath, 

Who guides us through the vale of life and blesses 
us in death. 


Why then complain of bitter griefs e’en Christ Him- 
self has known, 

Or sigh because another’s lot seems happier than our 
own ? 

Nay, rather think, how good possessed exceeds what 
we deserve, 

And though we are tempted to repine from duty 
never swerve. 

59 


Then, with the consciousness of right, upheld by 
Mercy’s arm, 

We'll sweetly pass this life, and meet the next with- 
out alarm, 

Relying on His gracious word, whom none can ever 
doubt, 

‘“'Whoso in love will come to Me, he shall not be cast 
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Au! what is Life ? 
A fleeting breath, 
Some joy, some strife, 
Decline, then, Death! 
One day to feast, 
For mourning, one: 
Earth’s ties released, 
And, we are gone! 


61 


. 
i 
. 
| 
| 
| 
| 
| 
i 
| 
: 
. 
i 
i 
i 
| 


EPILOGUE 


To the Comedietta “ Heads and Tails” given on Mr. CHILD’s Birthday, 
and in which the daughters of Mr. PHELPs and Mr. T. E. CRISPE, K.C., 
took parts. 


Dear, honoured friends I see before me here, 
First let me wish you all a happy year. 
Though with this season’s compliments you know 
Amid its cold and ice, east wind and snow, 
To-night we give to Thespis, and to glee, 
With sacrifice to gay iT erpsichore | 
Turn the cold shoulder to that humbug Sorrow, 
Till, mid gay cheers, we welcome in To-morrow, 
And sweet it is, as, on Life’s road we stray, 
To make such nights the milestones on our way ; 
The light of love still cheering as we go, 
Bright hope above us and sweet flowers below. 
Since our first prologue ushered in the play, 
What changes have we seen, both grave and gay, 
What hopes and fears, what anguish, what delight, 
In the two years we consummate this night! 
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In Arts, in Arms, in life at every stage, 

Change is the Law, from youth to reverend age, 

One week finds money easy, loaned, and spent, 

The next it rises up to ten per cent. 

One week our ladies neatly clad are seen, 

The next they float in seas of crinoline: 

And all those fairy forms that glide along 

Are man-traps, set with whalebone, steel, or thong, 
Like the ‘‘Great Eastern” ship, when in her “ stays,” 
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They move by “slips” and choke up all the ways, 
Till shuddering men exclaim, ‘Oh no, ’tis clear 
We can’t wed on three hundred pounds a year!” 
But, pardon me, I’m too discursive ; so, 

In a brief story I will speak to you 

Of him, who, honoured, seeks this night to tell, 
The warm regard for you he feels so well. 

The story runs: A king in olden time, 

Had near his court a maiden, in the prime 

Of youth and beauty, o’er whose mind and face 
Shone every charm that lends to youth its grace 
He sought, he loved her, raised her to his throne, 
But said, “On one condition this is done, 


I'll love you, dear one, now, with all my heart. 
| But, be prepared, perhaps we yet may part, ) 
| And some more loved one may estrange me, so 
You from my heart and court alike must go.” 
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‘“‘ Agreed,” she said, ‘‘whene’er you will I'll rove, 
But let me take the thing that most I love.” 

He promised this ; and Oh! inconstant man, 

A few moons found his passion on the wane. 
With bursting heart she learnt the bitter cost, 

Of love so won, so held, so quickly lost. 

But burning hope and Indian wile suggest 

A means to keep the heart she once possessed. 
The parting hour together should be spent, 

Ere to her far off, lonely home she went : 

And in his cup she dips a magic spray, 

He sinks, he sleeps, by her is borne away. 

They reach the distant home with bated breath, 
And still he sleeps, a sleep that looks like death ; 
Next morning finds her watching as he wakes, 
And fills with rage as o’er his mind it breaks, 
Crying, ‘‘ Who dares my kingly power to brave?” 
‘My lord,” she cries, “’tis I, your wife, your slave, 
Think of your promise, from your court removed 
I’ve taken thee, the only thing I loved;” 
Affection’s chords, then still within his breast, 
Woke up, responsive to the words expressed. 

He pardoned, drew her to his royal heart, 

And vowed from her he never more would part. 
‘Tis thus our dear young friend meets us this night 
With love and hope, and shall we not unite, 
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And, like this king, with ardent feeling burn, 

Give Love for Love, and Faith for Faith return ? 
Long may he live! and long may fortune smile 

May such dear friends be ever round him, while 

In him is centred as each day shall prove, 

His father’s virtues, and his mother’s love,— 

My friends the actors wish to thank you all, 

For your approval and your kind recall ; 

They scarce could fail to please you with such helps 
As those who boast the honoured name of ‘ Phelps,” 
And the last play such great applause has won, 
You evidently thought ’t was Crispely done ; 

Now, may they hope that, as you like the play 

You'll form their audience on another day ? 

Shall we in harmony next year be found 

Passing the loving cup to friends around? 

Say “Yes,” or “No.” But stay, I'll soon know well. 
Heads “Yes,” Tails ‘“ No,” my halfpenny shall tell. 
Up then it goes, a head? ’tis very clear 

We all shall meet like loving friends next year. 
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OUR POOR RELATIONS 


In the City of Benares “sacred” monkeys do abound, 

Who in the golden sunlight play on roof and trees 
and ground, 

They peep in shops, in pots and pans, and deftly 
steal the fruit. 

Each native smiling at the theft, will not so much 
as hoot, 

But thinks, perhaps some ancestor of his is in that 
shape, 

And he, released by Death from work, may one day 
be an ape; 

So no one shies a stone or curse, or thinks to take 
a stick, 

While priest-protected monkeys sport and move like 
lightning quick. 

We smile at simple Indian minds, turn up the nose 
of scorn, 

At ideas of Religion in that ancient city born; 

But surely when a foolish A/az descends to getting 
drunk. He 

A beast is, and inferior to the sober ‘sacred ” monkey. 
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ON MY PORTRAIT 


‘A SPEAKING likeness,” dear, you say, 
Well, place it just above you, 

And, if it truly speak, ’twill tell 

How ardently I love you. 


ON THE MARRIAGE OF 
MISS GREENWOOD AND DR. WILBE 


| He lost his heart in a merry green-wood 

_ - To a beautiful girl, like “Trilby” ; 

'§ He said, “ Will you be married to me?” 
And she, blushing, said, “I will be.” 


ON JEWELS 


A Roman dame was to Cornelia led, 
Brilliant with jewels, deck’d with golden toys: 
“These are my jewels,” fair Cornelia said, 
And show’d her own two noble Roman boys! 


ON A BAD CORRESPONDENT 


Tuan “Sprigson” no friend in the world is a better, 
His fault is, he never will answer a letter, 

How sad is the case of the men in his plight. 

Some always do wrong, “Sprigson” never does 


cont write. 
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VIEW 


‘Taken by ‘¢‘ The Pall Mall”’ artist in 1889, with the 
following extract: ‘* The main entrance to the British 
Industrial Section is through the Galerie Rapp, which 
separates the section from the Fine Art Palace. The 
chief feature of the decoration isa magnificent Eliza- 
bethan screen. It was designed by Mr. J. Hunter 
Donaldson, who has superintended the decoration of 
the British Section. Mr. Donaldson was formerly a 
member of the well-known firm of Gillow and Co., but 
retired recently, and devoted some months before the 
Exhibition opened to decorating the Galleries. He 
deserves high praise for the manner in which he has 
accomplished the work, and should receive the grateful 
thanks of Exhibitors and visitors, for he has given his 
services gratuitously, and has done something creditable 
for the country. Over the central arch may be read the 
words Grand Bretagne, and the stanchions proclaim 


Angleterre, Ecosse & Irlande.”’ 
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Pre AoreCl OF LIFE IN THE 
SEVENTY-FIFTH YEAR 


I’m now at an age when I really have had 

An experience of men and of things ; 

And looking at all, both the good and the bad, 
The conclusion to me which it brings, 


Is, that if you desire to live happily here, 

You've just got to make it a rule ; 

That the good ones you meet, you'll endeavour to 
cheer, | | 

While avoiding the knave and the fool. 


That, regretting the many mistakes you have made, 
And the things you've omitted to do ; 

Your debt to the world must be faithfully paid 

By a life that in future is true. 


Think of good to be done to the Poor at your side, 
Lives, wreck’d in some desolate home ; 
For the real Christian Gospel has yet to be tried, 


i 
| 
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That rest from such sorrows may come. 
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The secret of happiness, search as we may, 
While daily we struggle and yearn ; 

Will never be found by us, cheering our way, 
Unless this great truth we can learn. 


That the law of self-sacrifice, duty and work, 
Alone, for the heart or the brain ; 

Can save from the evils which constantly lurk, 
In the paths of the idle and vain. 


Be sure that your money does good while you live, 
For, without that, it’s just so much dross ; 

And as Solomon says that ‘“‘ They gather who give,” 
Give freely, and never fear loss. 


Don’t envy your friend to whom fortune has come, 

From faith in right life never swerve ; , 

Try to think you have got in your purse and your 
home 

All the luck that you really deserve. 


Be cheerful, and hopeful, and thankful each day, 
And you'll find there is happiness here ; 

For we have but to walk in the excellent way, 
Which conscience and honour make clear. 


Don’t talk of your influence, power, or wealth, 
Or intrigue to get title or pelf 
7O 


Don’t dwell on your ailments, or trials, or health, 
Don’t think or say much of—yourself. 


The noblest distinction a man can enjoy 

Is a character known to be just ; 

Which, hating all meanness, and scorning a lie, 
Keeps the soul clean, and worthy of trust. 


In the Battle of Life, with Truth’s banner unfurled, 
Love! faithful, and free from pretext ; 
Will certainly bring you sweet peace in this world, 
And a brave heart in facing the next. 


No fear of the Future need trouble your mind, 
And you'll peacefully rest ‘neath the sod ; 
Assured that the life you have calmly resigned 
Will be safe, in the hands of your God. 


September 1901. 


Printed by BALLANTYNE, Hanson & Co. 
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